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Southern Ode?® 


WILL1AM GILMORE SIMMS 


Once more the cry of Freedom peals, 

From broad Potomac’s wave to ours, 
The invader’s cunning footstep steals, 

Usurping fast our rights and powers. 
He proffers love, he prates of ties 

That still should bind our fates in one, 
Yet weaves his subtle web of lies, 

To share and leave us all undone. 
What bond of faith, however strong, 

Thus taught by lust of pelf and sway, 
He would not, in his march of wrong, 

Hurl scornful from his treacherous way? 
The bond that’s sacred in our sight, 

Made pliant by his arts of shame, 
Is but the means to rob of right, 

The race he cannot rob of fame! 
But we have seen the serpent’s trail, 

Have heard the wolf’s base howl, and now, 
Taught by the past, we cannot fail, 

To brand his blackness on his brow. 
To crush the viper in his path, 
Beat down the were-wolf in our wrath, 
And severing bonds so idly known, 
Strike, though we stand and strike alone! 


Oh! they are brethren these, who seek 
To weave their snares about our feet;— 
Their prayers how bland, their pleas how meek, 
Most philanthropic all, and sweet! 
We see their guile, and when we cry, 
In scorn and anger, at each wrong, 
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How Christianly they answer—“Fie!”— 
“Brethren!” the burden of their song! 
We show our bonds of union broke, 
Each shatter'd tie, each sunder’d string, 
And toiling still our necks to yoke, 
How well of “Union” do they sing! 
This marriage bond they plead, while still 
In most adulterous arts they strive; 
On us bestow its fruits of ill, 
While they on all its profits thrive. 
Their bondmen we, who wage the fight, 
Achieve the spoil and win the day; 
They, the keen knaves, with trick of sleight, 
The danger o’er, to steal the prey! 
Thus, upon Sinbad’s back astride, 
The Old Man of the Sea would ride, 
While preaching, ever and anon, 
“Still let us ride together, son!” 


Throw by the Harp! ’tis mockery now— 
Decree that dance and revel cease; 
The shame spot darkens on your brow, 
And death is in the snares of peace! 
It mocks the past our fathers knew; 
To sing the oppressions we must bear; 
To swords, not songs, they bravely flew, 
And broke the very chains we wear. 
They only felt the wrong, to spring, 
With fury to the desperate fray; 
And did not, like their children, cling 
To bonds that crushed their souls to clay. 
They too, had ties, long sacred known, 
With loyal hearts they loved the true; 
But, when a tyrant filled the throne, 
They trampled throne and tyrant too. 
What union firmer knit than theirs, 
With Britain from their earliest hours; 
And yet, when Britain moved their fears, 
For freedom, they o’erthrew her powers. 
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The tie that cunning makes its plea, 

To rob the birthright from the free, 
Though by our sires with blessings given, 
Is fit for Hell, though forged in Heaven! 


Tis peace no more! for peace is rest, 

In mutual faith, so well bestow’d, 
That doubt and danger fill no breast, 

And lust and envy never goad. 
What hope have we of state like this? 

Who that has seen the fraudful past, 
But feels that still the serpent’s hiss, 

Our hour of dreaming peace must blast. 
Our Union still hath been the plea, 

To strip us of our natural strength, 
Our peace—its future ye should see 

In utter deep despair at length. 
A dull, dread wearisome repose, 

Low crouching still in trembling hush, 
In moment fear of bonds and blows, 

When power feels bold enough to crush! 
With, day by day, some birthright lost, 
Some pride depress'd, some purpose cross‘d, 
Cursed with each thought that brings the past, 
And utter slaves to knaves at last! 


